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SYNOPSIS.

Hanford Quest, master criminologlst of
tha world, fluds ibat in bringing to justlce
Miedougnl, the murderer of Lord Ash-
Iefgh's davghter, ha has but just begun
[ ] e-and tl- Ath strugele with a mysteri-
ous master ertminal, In n Wldden Lt in
Profeanor Aghileleh's garden he hins seen
an ape skeleton and a lving croatare,
hallt monkey, half man, destroved by fire

n his rooma have:appenred Gliuck boxen
containing notes, elgned by a palr of
anmless hiinds, Luoura and Leno v, his na-
sistunts, suspect Cralg, the prolissnrss
servant, of n double m :r. The blnck
boxes continue tn appea
Taghlon. tured, eseapes to Port
Bahl., Quest and hn party follow, and be-
i:l-llcl Into the dessrt. They are u:plur- da

¥y Mongnrs, escape with Cralg as their
captive, and turn hlin over to Inspector
Freneli In 8an Franglscn.' He ese apes in
8 traln wreels, outgenerals Lifs pursnern,
and gocs buck to New YVork, whera he
dier while Quest Is attempting to hypno-
tiEs him Into confi- n-ﬂ'uts

FIFTEENTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTEH XXXV

r in unconny

The first shnck was over. Cralg's
body had been removed, and the girla
had taken Mary, half stunned with
grief, to their room. French and
Quest were loft alone.

“That s some disappointment,”
the former remarked, gloomily.

“It {8 a disappointment,” Quest
nald, elowly, “which mcy clear the
way to biggzor things.”

“What's in your mind now?"” I‘rench
inquired. ~

Quest shoolk his hend.

“A turmoil. First of all, where is
the professor?”

“Must have scooted rtight away
_ bome,” French enggzested. “He was
Imking pretty sick all the time. Guess
It must have Yesn a powerful shock
for him, and he Isn't so young as he
used to bo."”

"“Give me that pnper of Cralg'e
ageln,” Quest asked

The inspector produced the docp-
ment from his inner pocket, and
Quest, stretching it out upon his knee,
read it word for word.

“Never to communicate or to hava
anything to do with anyone of the
name of Ashleigh, eh?” he remarked,
as he handed it back'again. * “Rather
B queéer pravision, that, Frencit.”

“I've been thinking that myself,” the
fnspector admitted.

Quest glanced at the clpeck.

“Well,” he sald, “if you're rendy,
Inspector, we'll be getting along.*

The two men drove to the outskirts
of the city almost in silence. . The
professor's house seemed more than
ever deserted as they drew up at the
frent door, They entered withiout
ringing and croesed ‘the hall towards
the library. On the thfeshoid Quest
paured and held up his finger.

“Someone Is in there,” he whispered,
stepping quickly forward, “Come!"

He threw open the door. The room
was empty, yet both Quest and French
Wwere conscious of a curlous convie-
tion that 1t had been occupled with-
in the last foew secords,

“Queer, but It seemed to mo 1 heard
someono,” French muttered.

“l wap sure of it,” Quest repiled.
. They stood still for & moment and
listened. Tho silenes in the empty
house was aimost unnatural. Quest
turned away ‘with a. shrug of the
shoulders,
| “At any rate,” he said, “Cralg's dy-
, Ing . thoughts must have Leen lmu:-
‘ ful. Come.’

He led the way to the fireplace,

. Wwent down on his knees and passed

his hands over the brick.. The third
one he touched, shook. He tapped
ft—without a doubt it was hollow.
With his ‘penknife ha loosened the
. mortar & little and Arew it out easily.
The back was open Inside was the
black box.

¢ “Craig's secret at last!” French
muttered, hLonrsely. “nrlnr,- it to tha.
lght, quick!"

They were unomoumml mien, but the
‘moment was supregge. The key to
the mystery of thaese weoks
Wiig there in their hands! - Their eyes
Illlmu “devonred - those . few hastily,

wled words buriea ‘with so much | -
care:
{ t ‘8ce Pln m. Jhnunrr Numlnr."

' Amorio
. They’
Tepeated .
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-#=if, that thing of bestiality, to Keep

- descending the stalrs.

thoughis were framing themselves in
the bralus of both of them. Then
there came a startling and in its way
o dramatic interlude. Through the
empty house came the ringing of the
electric bell from the front door, shrill
nnd insistent. Without a moment's
hesltution, Quest hurried out and
French followed Iim. On the doorsten
wius another surprise. Lenora and
Laurn were there, the former carry-
ing a small, black-bound volume.

“Don't be cross,”” she begged,
quickly, “We just had to come. Look!
We picked this up undernenth the
chair where Craig was sitting. It
must have slipped from his pocket.
You see what is written on it?—
Diary of John Craig."”

Quest took it 1u his hand.

“Say, this ought to be interesting,”
bhe remarked. “Come along.”

They passed Into _the library.
French lingered behind for a moment
and caught them up just as they were
opening the book underneath the elec-
trie lnmp.

“Bee here what I've found!"” he ex-

clajmed. *“It was just by the side of
the wall there. Where's that maga-
zine?”

_ He spread out the piece of paper—it
fitted exactly into the empty space.
They all read together:

Professor Ashleigh, after being bit-
ten by the anthropoid, rapidly devel-
oped hydrophobia of a serious nature.
After treatment with a new serum the |
patient was rclieved of the hydropho-
hle symptoms, but to my horror this
mild-mannered, huraane man scems
possesserd at times of all the charac-
teristics of the brutal anthropoid—
cunning, thievery, bruatzlity, 1 do not
know what may come of this. 1 hesi-
tate to put even these words an to
poaper. | am doubtful as to what
course, In the interests of humanity,
1 ouglit o take. .

(Signed) JAMES MERRILL, M. D.

Editor's Note—Just as ws go to
prees, a cable announces the terrible
death of Doctor Merrill, the writer of
the above notes. He was attacked by
wild animale, whilst zlone In a South
American jungle, and torn to pleces,

There was a queer little "silence
among the company: No one seemed
inclined for speech. They looked at
one another in dumb, wondering hor-
ror. Then Quest drew a penknife
from his pocket and with a turn of his
wrist forced the lock of the diary.
They all watched him with fascinated
eyes, It was something, to escupe
from their thoughts. They leaned
over as he spread the book out be-
fore him. Those first two sentencea
were almost’| in the nature ur 2 dedica-
tion; :

For ten years | have protected my
master, Prof. Edgar Ashleigh, at the
cost of my peace of mind, my happi-
ness, my reputatien. This book, cven
though it be too late to help me, shall
clear my reputation, f

Quest closed the volume, :+ —

“French,” he decided, “we' muat find
the professor. = Will you have your
men search the house and grounds im-
mediately ?"” y

"The inspector left the room like a
dazed man. They could hear him giv-
Ing orders outside.

“The . next page,” Lenora besged.

*“Just one page more!”

Quest hesitated for a momant. ‘rhan i

Hhe turned it over.

All thne read
again®

Teh years of horror, :truggilna il ;

the while to keep him from that other

his horrible secret from the world, to
cover up his crimes, even though
thelr shadow should rest upon me.

Now Sanford Quest has eoma. wm
-this mean discovery? i

“Another page,” Quest sald, “Dnn'&
‘You see where it is leading us? We
have thé trath here. Wait!"

He ntrode hustily to the door: French
and one of the plain-cloties nm: were

“Well?" Quest asked, hmth.l

returned . 1o the library.
Lmqmdnnkwhutm 'l'hadlny
hrq:at:nwthom

easly. |
“The professor is not-in the houn¥e,”
French reported. “We are golng to|

wards,
sor.”

Quest pocketed the diary.

“You've perfectly certain that he
i8 n’* n this house or anywhere upon
the premises?”

“Certain sure!"” French replied.

Quest ghrugged his shoulders.

“Well, we'd better get back,” he
sald,

They were on the point of starting,
the chauffeur with his hand upon the
starting  bandle, French with the
steering wheel of the police car al-
ready in his hand. And then the little
party seemed suddenly turned to
stone. For a few breathless ecconds
not one of them moved. Out into the
clammy night air came the echoes of
a hideous, Inhuman, blcod-curdling
scream, Quest was the first to re-
cover himself, He leaped from his
seat and rushed back across the emp-
ty hall Into the study, followed a lit-
tle way behind by French and the
othiers, An unsuspected panel door
which led into the garden stood slight-
Iy adar. The professor, with his hand
on the back of & chalr, was slaring
at the fireplace, shaldng as though
with some horrible ague, his face dis-
torted, his body curiously hunched
up. Ile sccmed suddenly to have
dropped his humanity, to have fallan
back into the world of some strange
creatures, He heard their footsteps,
but he did not turn his head. His
hends were stretiched out In front
of him ag though to keep away from
his sight some hateful object.

“Stop him!” he cried. “Take him
a .y! It's Cralg—his spirit! He
came to moe in the garage, he followed
mao through the grounds, he mocked
at me when 1 hid in the tree. He's
there now, kneeling before the fire-
place. “Why can‘t I kill him! He
is coming! Stop him, somecne!"”

No one spoke or moved; no one, in-
deed, had the power. Then at last
Quest found words.

“There is no one in the roomn, pro-
fessor,” he gaid, “except us.”

The sound of a human volce geemed
to produce o stronge effect. ‘The pro-
fessor straightened himself, shook his
head, his -hands dropped to his side,
ghastly pale, but his smile was once
more the smile of the amiable natu-
ralist.

“My friends,” he sald, “forgive me.
I am very old, and the events of these
last few hours have unnerved me,
Forgive me,"

He groped for n moment and sank
into a chair. Quest fetched a decan-
fer and a glass from the sideboard,
poureéd out some wine and held it to
his llps. The professor drank it eag-
erly. L

"My dear friend,” %e exclaimed,
“you have saved me. 1 nave some-
thing to tell you, uomethlngrl must tell
you at once, but not h - I loathe
this place. Let me come Cwith you
to your rooms."

“As you please,” Quest answered,
ecalmly.

He gripped Quest's arm. In nilenco
they passed frum the room, in silence
they took their places onee more
in the. automoblles, in rilence they
drove without a pause to Quest's
rooms. The professor madeo:his way
at once to his favorite easy chalr,
threw off his overcoat an! leaned
back.

“Quest,” he pmnuunced “you are
the best friend I have in my life! it
is you who have rid me of my great
burden. Tell me—help me a little
with my story—have you read that
page from the Medical Journal which

’l’lwms no slgn or lhu pmrea-

Grlix has - kent lo&kod up i.ll l.hun
years? -

“We have lll md !1." Qnut n-
led. Y o

change in the profegsor,

‘whirl It above hig head.

THE MEI.LIGENCER, ANDERSON, 8. C., THURSDAY, JULY 22, 1915.

He Is Dead!" Quest Declared.

its colls and levers, The professor
watched hes Slowly his face thanged.
The bengvolence faded away, his teeth
for o moment showed in somelhlng
Which was almost a saarl.

“You believe me?" he cried, turn-
ing to Quest. “You are not going
to try that horrible thing on me—Pro-
fesgor Lord Ashleigh? I em all broken
up. I am not fit for it. Look at my
hands, how they shuke.”

“Professor,’ Quest said, sternly, "we
are surrounded by Lhe shadow of soma
terrible deeds for which ag yet there
is no explanation. 1 do not eay that
we mistrust you, but I ask yoa to
submit to this test.”

“I refuse!"™ the professor roplied,
harshly. :

“And I Insist,” Quest muttered,

The professor drew a little breath.
Ho sat back in hiz chair. His face
becume still,’ his lips were drawn
clogely together. Lenora wheeled up
the machine aud with deft fingers w.d-
Justed the fittings on one side. Quest
himself connected it up on the other.
The pmfassor.snl there like a flgure
of stone. The silence in the room
was go intengc that the teklng of
the emall cleck upon the mantel plece
Was clearly audible, The very atmos-
phere seemed wharged with the thriil
and wonderi ofit, - Nevor before had
Quest met with resistance so com-
plete and immovable, Sternly he con-
centrated the whole of his will power
upon his task. Almost at once thero
was a change, . The professor fell
back In the chair. The tenze self-con-
trol had passed from his features,
his lips twitqhed. - Simultaneously,
the: mirror for & moment was clouded
-——then slowly a picture upon it gnth.

ered outline and substance, Thom1

was o jungle, strange, tall trees, nnd
‘brushwood =o thick that it reached
to the walsts of the two men who
were slowly making thelr wiy through
it. One was the professor, clearly
recognizable under bis white sun hel-
met; the other a stranger to all of
them. Suddenly they stovped. The
latter had crept a pard or so-ahead,
his gun raised to his shoulder, his
eyes fixed upon Some possible object
of pursult. . There was o sudden
* They saw
him scgize his gun by the barrel and
Ile spemed
audd&nly to lose his wholy identity.
‘Ho crouched on his haunches, slmost
like an animal, and spreng; at the oth-

‘er's throat. They conld simost hear

the snarl froin his lps as the two
men went down togather Into the un-
dergrowth, The picture faded away.
“Doctar Merrill!" ' Lenora faltered.
“Then. It was not wild bmstu which
killed him.”
Almest immediately: ngureu ‘ngein

.| appeired in the n;lrmr :There was a

Bmall passage whlch seemed -to lead
from tia back, ance of & house;
the professor,* '& black mantle,
Cralg followed him, pleddlug. expostu-

| Inting, They saw 'the conservatory

for o ‘minute, and then blackness. Tha
professor was leaning against a mar
ble basin. There was nothing to be
seen of him but Nis eyes and hands:
They ‘pew himylisten for a moment

two in col oél sponsive silence,

en. stretch ‘h%s hand and push
Cralg away. The pleture glowed and
feded and glowed again. Then they
#aw through the gloom the figure of

moment. The picture faded out.

“Oh, stop it!" Lenora begged.
“Haven't we seen enough? We know
the truth now. Stop It or I shall die!”

The criminologlst made o reply.
IMis eyes were gtlll fised upon the pro-
fessor, who showed some signs of re-
turning consclousness. He was grip-
ping at s collar. Ho seemed to have
diglculty with his breathing, Quest
suddenly braced himeelf. He pushed
Lenora back.

“One more,"” he muttered. “There's
something growing in his mind. I can
feel it. Wait!"”

Again they sll turned towards tho
mirror. They saw the hallway of Ash-
leigh house, the pletures upon the
walls, they could almoet feel the quict
silence of night. They saw the pro-
fessor come stealing down tha stalrs.
Ho was wenrlng the blaclk velvet sult
with the cowl in his hand. They'
watched him pause before a certain
door, drtw on the cowl and disappenr.
Through thoe openlng they could sce
Lord Ashielgh asleep in bed, the mopn-
light strepming through the open win-
dow across the counterpane. They
saw the professor turn with a strange,
horrible Jook in his fuce and close the
door. Lenora burst into sobs.

“No more!"” she  shricked. ":b{o
more, or I ghall go mad!™

Quest leaned forward and rnlmed
their vietim. The whole atmosphere
of the place secmed immedlately to
c¢hange. Lenora drew a long, convul-
sive breath and sank into a chair. T
professor sat up ond goazed at tho
el with the alr of 2 man who has
Just awakened from o dream.

“Have I, by any chance, slept?” he
aslced, “Or—" -

He never finished his sentence. Ilis
Eyea fell upon the mirror, the metal

ond lying by his slde. He read the
truth in the faces still turned towards
him. ie rose to his fect, There was
another and equally sudden change In
hils demcunor and toune, He carried
himsell with the calm dignity of the
sclentist. ;

“The end of our struggle, I..pre-’
sume?" he said to Quest, pointing to
the metal band. “You will at lenst ad-
mit that I have chown you fine sport.”

No one nnswered him. Even Queat
had barely yet recovered himself. The
professor shrugged his shoulders.

“I* recognize, of course,”” he sald,
gravely, “that this Is-the end. A per-
Bon in extremis hns privilepas. Will
you allow me o write just a Catter of
twenty lines at your desk?”

Sllently Quest asgentéd. Tho profen-
sor seated himself In the swing chalr,
drew a sheet of paper townrds him,
dipped the pen i the ink and began
to write. Then he turned around and
reached for his own small blnek bng
which  lay upon the table.: ., Quest
caught him by the wrist.

“What do you want out of dnit, pro-| |

fessor?"’ he inquired.

“Merely,  my own’pen and l’l:k.f-"."m
professor expostulated. “If thereis
aaything 1 detest in the world, “§t' is
violet Ink. And your pen, too, i5 éx-
ecrable,  Au they are to be the last
werds I shnll leave to a sorrowing
world, I should like to write them in
my
yourself, 't you will.' You enn'pm_.
me the things out.” "

Quest opened the bag, took out &
pen ané a small’ glass .bottle of ink.
He hahded them ‘o the prafessor, who
started at once more to write. Quest
watched him. for a moment and then
turned away to French. - The
sor looked over lils shoulder «nd sud-
denly | bared his wrist. Lom ui:od
her employer by thy arm.

"Imk!"necrled. 'Wmuhe p
g to'do?"

Quest swung mum‘l. but ho wag't
late. The professsr had ‘dug the pen’
into his arm. He sat in his chair and

fashion. Open the bag for |

Qur-nt hold up the paper.
read,

They ull
The profesior's letters were

carefully formed, Lis handwriting per- |§

fectly legible:

You have been a clever opponent,
Sanford Quest, Lut even now you are
to be cheated. The wigdom of tho ages
outreaches yours, outreaches It and
triumphun,

Quest lpoked up quickly.

“What the devil does he mean?’ he
muttered.

The professor's armd shot sudden-
Iy above bis head. Again that strange
anfmal loolkt convulsed his features.
Heo burst ints a lond, unnatural lnugh,

“Mean, you fool?* he erfed, holding
out his wrist, which was slowly turn-
ing black. “Polsontéd! That Is what
it means!” , ;

They all stared at him. Quest
selzed the ink bottle, revealed the
false top and laid it down azaln with
a little exclamation. Then, before
they could realize it the end camo,

The professor Iay, ‘a crumpled-up
heap, upon the floor,
L L] L ] [ ] - L] L] r

Quest swung round in his chalr as
French entered the roem and held out
his left hand,

“Glad to sece you, French.
yourself to a cigar.”

"L don’t know ns I want to emoke
this moruing just at present, thank
vou," Fronch replied.

“Nothing wrong, ch?"

*The fact of It is,” French explained,
“I should Hke a few words with Miss
Laura.”

Quest lnughed shortly.

“Why on ecarth couldn't you say
80?" he obeerved. “Never knew you
bashful before, inspector. She's up'in
the laboratory., I'll ring for scmeone
to show you the way."

Quest touched the bell and his new
secretary entercd almost at onee.

“Take Inspector Freuch up into the
laboratory,” Que - directed. Bee you
later, French.” . it L

“Yes—peorhaps—I hope eo,” the in-
spector replied ncr\‘oualx

Quost watched hith alwmﬁnr with

n pufzled gmile. Then ko sat down
at his desk, drew a shect of paper to-
wards himand lmga.n Ao’ write:

My Dear Innpnctar. ;

1 am taking f’ﬂ onportunity of let.
ting you know that dat of deforence to
the wishes of the woman | hope soon

Help

to marry, | am ab ing the haz-
ardous and. nerve-rdoking profession
of crimlnalogy for o o ind.wappler

carecr. You \ﬂ" have. ﬁmrcl'orc, to
find help elsewhera 0 the future,

With best wishes. Yours,

r SANFORD QUEST.

He left the shect of paper upon the
desk and, ¥nging the bell, sent for
Lenora., She appeared in n few mo-
ments and came over to his side;

“What is it, Mr, Guest?" she asked.

He gave her hﬂ letter "withotit fe
mark.  8he read- l:r ugh and, turos
ing slowly around, dnkm‘.l at bim ex-
pectantly.

“How's that ucem to yon?" he
asked, reaching out his hand fora
11 :ar

“Very gensible] Indeed,” she replicd.

“It's no sort, of life, this, for a mar-
ried uisn,” Quest. déclgred. “You

The Sound of a Human Vc!u Seemed
to Produoe a stnnno !ﬂnt.

-sr:g triu: mn ﬂmo. dont m. Len-
ors

“Yeg!" l.llo aﬂmutul. a lttle faintly.
¢+ The secretary emiered the  room,
helped Quest on’ with his eoat nnd
handed him his-bat, : :
© "If'you are quite mar. unm.“
“Ready!™ ulm o:cll.lnuﬁ.

[

isughed o5 they all hurried M. A0SR

him. mwhefmw

ey




